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two of them figure pieces. Mr. H. T. Chapman, Jr., lent 
a Michel and a Rousseau ; Charles Stewart Smith con- 
tributed " The Message," by Charlemont — the new 
Meissonier — a Domingo, and a slovenly-painted study 
by Munkacsy of the chief Pharisee in his " Christ 
Before Pilate." Mr, James A. Garland sent " On the 
Seine," by Daubigny, and there was a fine example of 
the same master from the collection of Mr. John T. 
Martin, who also contributed a characteristic Vibert, 
" The Canon's Dinner " — showing the ecclesiastical 
gourmet attacking a boiled lobster while a half-starved 
priest reads to him from a big folio — and (could there 
be a greater contrast?) a Millet showing a peasant 
" going to work " with a water-bottle on her shoulder 
balanced by a cord on her right wrist. There were two 
other examples by Millet, one " Return from the Farm " 
■ (lent by Knoedler), a superb picture of two peasants — a 
man and a woman — trudging along after their day's 
work, she with her basket thrown over her head like a 
bonnet, and he with his hay-fork over his shoulder. 
The walking action is excellent. The other example of 
Millet, " The Wool-Carder" — which was in the Morgan 
sale — was lent by Mrs. Charles Crocker. 
*** 
Jules Breton's famous "Colza Gatherers," with 
its exquisite twilight effect, the tender new moon appear- 
ing as the blazing sun goes down, was, of course, one 
of the gems of the collection. It was rather startling to 
find the owner's name given in the catalogue as James 
F. Sutton (of the American Art Association), remember- 
ing that at the Probasco sale, under the management of 
Mr. Sutton's American Art Association, the picture, 
ostensibly, was sold for $16,600. The fact that Mr. 
Sutton now owns the " Colza Gatherers " goes far to 
confirm the story, strenuously denied at the time, that 
he and his associates really bought Mr. Probasco's 
paintings before the sale took place and protected them 
when they were put up at auction. American landscape 
was represented at the Union League Club's exhibition 
by the work of Inness, Dewey, Murphy and Tryon. 
Inness's companion pictures, " The Coming Shower '* 
and "Winter" (sunset), show him at his very best. 
One has to turn to Rousseau's , " Le Givre," in the 
Walters collection, to find anything to compare with 
the inspiration of the former, and to Constable— Rous- 
seau's early ideal — for such marvellous storm-clouds as 
confront one in the latter. Mr. Richard H. HalstedJ 
who owns both pictures, is to be congratulated on pos- 
sessing two of the finest landscapes that have been 

painted in this generation. 

* . * 

* 

It is gratifying to learn that Meissonier has completely 
recovered from the slight attack of paralysis which, for 
a time, deprived him of the use of his right thumb. I 
read in the Paris papers that he has just finished a large 
water-color, and another picture, the subjects of which 
are drawn from the wars of the First Empire. Both of 
these works are to go to English dealers or amateurs. 
One of them, probably, is the modified replica of the 

" Friedland," now in our Metropolitan Museum of Art. 

* * 
* 

" The Last Moments of Mozart," by Munkacsy, now 
on exhibition at the Twenty-third Street Tabernacle, 
will be considered by the discerning public, I think, far 
more worthy of his reputation as a painter than the 
colossal canvas, " Christ on Calvary," in the same build- 
ing. Not only in composition and in color is it more sat- 
isfactory, but, in spite of certain theatrical features, such 
as forced shadows, evidently introduced for the purpose 
of giving relief to certain objects and persons, and un- 
due values to certain lights for the purpose of concen- 
tration of effect, it is altogether a less perfunctory per- 
formance. Munkacsy's wonderful technic was never 
better shown than in the masterful brush-work of this 
canvas ; the color is rich but subdued ; the atmospheric 
quality in the room where the ill-fated musician is listen- 
ing to his own requiem is not to be surpassed; but, 
after this, everything is sacrificed for effect. The forced 
high light on the pillow brings out strongly the head of 
the dying man, and all the accessories to the figure are 
carefully elaborated; but the life-size figures of the 
musicians are little more than lay models, and the wife 
and child behind Mozart's chair are slighted by the 
painter in much the same way as he has slighted the 
Madonna-like woman and her child in his -Christ 
Before Pilate." 

* 

The sculptor, De Saint-Marceaux, has discovered and 
brought before the Paris police some parties engaged in 



counterfeiting terra-cottas of his and of the sculptor 
Dubois. He found the counterfeits, in tinted plaster, 
being borne through the streets, to some purchaser ap- 
parently, on the shoulders of two employes of a certain 
dealer, and had the men arrested. Such proceedings 
are not uncommon in New York, but the aggrieved 
parties have not been able to bring to justice our per- 

petratprs of similar frauds. 

* * 
* 

A new terror is suggested for the barber-shop by a 
writer in The Sun. We have " high art and rum," he 
says-; now, why not "high art and lather?"' He pro- 
poses to turn the ceiling of the barber-shop into an art 
gallery, at which the victim can gaze ecstatically while 
under treatment by the tonsorial operator, who no doubt 
would be properly trained to expatiate learnedly on the 
beauties of the collection. We are told that 

" A humble barber in the Bowety has already caught the idea 
in a crude way, and has set his aristocratic brethren an example 
by covering his ceiling indiscriminately with attractive figures 
from theatrical posters and then varnishing over the whole until 
it has the appearance of an artist's dream after a Welsh rarebit." 

* * 
* ■ 

BOUGUEREAU'S quarrel with his agents, Boussod, 
Valadon & Co. — the nature of which Mr. Theodore Child 
tells on another page — leaves that painter free to sell di- 
rectly to any person in this country who wants to buy. 

** * 
Benjamin Constant's large and repulsive paint- 
ing, " The Vengeance of Scheriff," with its pools of 
blood, and stabbed or decapitated women strewing the 
floor of the harem, has been imported into this country 
for the art education of the frequenters of a down-town 
whiskey saloon in this city. Next to the Morgue, this 
is undoubtedly the best selection for its permanent 
abode. Montezuma. 
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The Art Club's thirty-seventh exhibition is the event 
of the month, and not altogether so depressing as such 
events commonly are. It is so much like one of your 
National Academy of Design exhibitions, that a visitor 
taken to it blindfolded, might, on opening his eyes, be- 
lieve himself to be in one of the rooms of the Academy, 
hung with the season's product of some too well 
known artists, and of others who should be even more 
unknown than they are. Taken by-and-large, however, 
the current Art Club Exhibition has its cheer. There is 
a minimum of monstrosities of drawing, and of atrocities 
of color. Both kinds of horrors used to be present in 
great force. Their diminution is probably the best and 
surest measure of the progress of art in America ; hang- 
ing committees have got beyond passing things that were 
once given good places in exhibitions, and what with the 
vogue of the Paris work sent home by young Americans, 
and the abundance of schools, as good as any abroad, 
there is really less toleration for bad drawing every- 
where, and a raising of standards in all respects. Such 
cheer, and it is substantial, may be got out of the exhi- 
bition. But any large exhibition, some connoisseurs 
hold, is barbarism, and if these be true of collections in 
which masterpieces abound, what shall be said of col- 
lections of mediocrities ? If a collection of fancy dogs 
be a howling torture to the prize specimens themselves, 
and to the fondest lovers of their species, what agonies 
would one endure in a collection of curs of low degree ? 
It is no more possible for even good pictures to keep the 
peace among themselves when crowded cheek by jowl 
with one another; and no more possible for them to 
show at their best than it is for the best bred dogs to be 
happy at a bench-show, or to look as they do at their 
masters' feet or in their mistresses' boudoirs. The ex- 
hibitions of the ideal by and by of art will allow a room, 
or, at least, a side of a room, to each picture of any im- 
portance whatever. 

The Art Club has increased its fund for the purchase 
of pictures out of the exhibition from $1000 to $1500, 
and this sum has been expended largely on paintings by 
New York exhibitors. The most important purchase 
was F. W. Freer's female figure — a very solid but rather 
meaningless piece of painting, depicting a young girl in 
black evening dress, with the fashionable black trans- 
parent fan of the period pressed against her plump and 
pleasing figure. It is an eminently proper purchase for 
a gentlemen's club-house — so much, at least, is to be 
said for the jury's selection. Two other of the six pur- 
chases are New York landscapes — one by Charles W. 
Eaton, of an autumnal red-brown pasture, garnished by 



shiny little pools, and the other a sweet little bit of the 
Merrimac River by George H. Smillie. The excellent 
likeness of Professor Hubert Herkomer by Benoni Irwin 
is as good a portrait as there is in the exhibition, and 
this is not intending to say a great deal ; it is dark, dry and 
literal. So is the portrait of Judge Hoar by Mr. F. H. 
Tompkins, only more so ; but it is on the line while the 
Herkomer is skied. Mr. Tompkins, though on the jury, 
was not on the hanging committee. The next in impor- 
tance are portraits by ladies: Miss Whitwell's strong 
portrait of herself (with its Salon number on the frame) 
and her portrait of a lady, showing feeling for character 
and delicacy and originality in treatment. Miss Cow- 
dery's portraits of ladies, and Miss Dargin's portrait 
of the artist Sandham, which is as much too gay, bright 
and sharp in treatment as Irwin's and Tompkins's por- 
traits are too saturnine. 

The interest and the charm of the exhibition for me 
were found in the little things rather than the big, and 

• these I found to be by painters unknown to me, and un- 
known also to my companion at the private view, and 
his calling requires him to become acquainted with all 
local artists. It must be that these pleasant bits — which 
it would take too much space properly to describe, and 
the painters' names to which would convey no more 
idea to the reader than they did to me — must be more 
of the first-fruits of the brave new birth of art in the 
New World, the pupils, perhaps, with Paris finishing-off, 
of our new art schools and leagues and museums. It 

' is time almost for a second generation from the artists 
who partook of the revival of art which, sprung from the 
enthusiasm over the modern French school of landscap- 
ists, and which blossomed suddenly in art talk, art study 
and art energy and industry, and household decoration 
of all sorts under the glorious sun of the Centennial Ex- 
hibition. Evidently the children of Americans whose 
repressed, or dormant, or half-shamefacedly cultivated 
art impulse and faculty were stirred too late by that in- 
fluence, have been taken in hand and trained in the 
proper methods and led on with the right kind of en- 
couragement. Speaking of young people, the daughter 
of Mr. Foxcroft Cole, the landscapist, still in her teens, 
has produced a number of portraits that show remark- 
able promise. She has been a pupil of Carolus-Duran, 
and can dash off in a few hours, with full and sweeping 
brush, that kind of portrait which across the room seems 
painfully finished in every minute detail, but near to is seen 
to be an apparently incoherent mass of meaningless wild 
strokes, dabs and dashes, seemingly " something Jap- 
anese " if anything at all. The two or three portraits 
that Miss Cole has thus far achieved make all who have 
seen them eager for her next and sanguine for her fu- 
ture. Mr. Sargent, Duran's most distinguished Ameri- 
can pupil, is still the art lion of the hour among us, being 
kept busy on Bostonians of fashion after the Bostonian 
way of running to one painter for a season. A fascinating 
head or two entitles young Mr. Templeton Coolidge to 
mention as another most brilliant and promising repre- 
sentative of the younger generation among us in por- 
traiture. 

Eager expectation and curiosity receive no gratifica- 
tion whatever as yet concerning the architect's design for 
the new Public Library in Copley Square. The work has 
been committed by the trustees to McKim & Meade, of 
your city, much to the disgust of Boston architects, who, 
however, are duly thankful that the great opportunity 
was not wasted by the city government as was at one 
time threatened by turning the job over to the city ar- 
chitect. This functionary is excellent at engine-houses 
and school buildings, and, before the Architects' League 
finally got him securely headed off, had completed a 
design for the important structure which is to form a 
third side of the splendid triangle on two other sides of 
which stand Trinity Church and the Museum of Fine 
Arts. The newspaper which represents the City Hall 
people has published this city architect's design, with its 
complete assortment of gables, colonnades and Vauban 
towers, and, by way of contrast, an alleged design by 
Mr. McKim of a rectangular severity of simplicity cal- 
culated to make people who are fond of the handsome 
public buildings of the past sorry that the city architect 
was prevented from executing his proposed monument. 
There is no authority whatever for supposing this to be 
the design that the trustees have accepted, but it would 
not be unlikely, for McKim & Meade's new mansions on 
Commonwealth Avenue differ as much from the prevail- 
ing Richardsonesque American architecture as the 
chaste but elegant colonial mansion does from the new 
Queen Anne cottage of Bar Harbor. Greta. 



